caverns of the spirit which they inhabit into the universe
of things. Poetry redeems from decay the visitations of
the divinity in man. . , .

Man is an instrument over which a series of external
and internal impressions are driven like the alternations
of an ever-changing wind over an ALolian lyre, which
move it by their motion to ever-changing melody,,. . To
be a poet is to apprehend the true and the beautiful, in
a word, the good, which exists in the relation subsisting
first between existence and perception, and secondly be-
tween perception and expression. . . . Sounds as well as
thoughts have relation between each other and towards
that which they represent, and a perception of the order
of their relations has always been found connected with
a perception of the order of the relations of thought.. . .
Hence poetic harmony.

SHELLEY (from A Defence of Poetry)

KEATS

A loose, slack, not well-dressed youth met Mr.-----

and myself in a lane near Highgate.------knew him3 and

spoke. It was Keats. He was introduced to me, and stayed
a minute or so. After he had left us a little way, he came
back and said: " Let me carry away the memory, Cole-
ridge, of having pressed your hand." " There is death in

that1 hand," I said to------, when Keats was gone; yet

this was, I think, before the consumption had showed
itself distinctly,

COLERIDGE (from Table Talk)
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